
ThTrigedie^ 

Are clamorom groanes which ftrilce vpon my hatS 
Which is the bell, fo fighs. and wares, and groncs. 

Shew minutes, times, and hourcs: but my time, 

Runnes poftingbn in Bullingbrokes proud ioyc, 

While I ftand fooling hecre hisiackc of thcclockc. 
This mufickc maddes me. letit found no more. 

Por though it hauc holp mad men to their witts. ■ 

In me it (cemes it will make wife men mad: 

Yet bleffiing on his hart that giues it me, 

For tis afigne of loue; and lone to Richard, 

Is a ftrangc brooch in this al-hating world. 

inter Agroome of the JlthbU, 

Crootne. Haile roiall Prince. 

^ich: Thankesnoblepearc; 

The cheapeft ofvs is ten grotes too deare. 

What art thou, and how comeft thou hither, 
Where.no maniicuer comes, but that fad dog, 
Thatbringsmefoodetomakc miffortune Hue. 

Croome. I was a poore groome ofthy ftablc King, 
When thou wert King: wlio trauailling towards Yorkc, 
With much adoe (at length) hauc gottenleauc. 

To looke vpon my (bme times roiall maifters facet 
Oh bow iternd my hart when I beheld. 

In London ftreetes, that Corronation day. 

When Bullingbioke rode cn Roane Barbatiei 
That horfcjthatthoufo often haft beftridc, 

That horfc, that 1 fo carefully hauc dreft. 

Rode he on Barbaric.tcll me gentle Frcind, 
How went he vndcr him? 

Groom. So proudly as if he difdaind the ground. 

R/V, S o proud that Bullingbroke vvas on his backc i 

That lade hath eate bread from inyroyall hand, 

This hand hath rhade him proud with clapping him: 
Would he not ftuinble, would he not fall downe 
Since pride niuft haue afaljand breake the necke, 

Of that prondman, that did vfurpehis backe? 

Forgiucncs horfe why do I raile on thee' 


Since 


Rkh^dtbe/HfiHd, 

Since tbou created to be awed by man. 

Waft borne to beare y I was not made a horfe, 

And yetlbeare a burthen like an afFe, 

Spurrde,galld,3ad tifde by iauncing Bullingbrooker 

inter one to '^ehdri'With medte. 

Keeper Fellow, giucplacc,hcere is no Jonger flay. 

Kfch. Ifthou loue roe, tis bme thou wert away. 

Groome What my tongidares not,that.niy heart fhal (kyi 
Zxit Groome, 

Keeper My Lordjwiltpleafcybutofallto? 

'Bjch. Tafteof it ftrftas thoiiarC wonttedo. 

Keeper My Lord 1 dare not, fir Pierce of Exton, 

Who lately came from the Kingeomniaunds the ebntraryi 

Kich. Thcdiuclkakc.HenryofLancafter,andthce, 
Patience is ftalc, and lara wcarie ofit. 

Keeper Help, help, help. 

T he murderers rufh in. 

Kith. Hownow.whatmeanesJDeatbintlrisrudeaflwk? 

ViHainci thy ownc hand yceld&thy deathsioftrumenfo 
Cb thou audiiill another roome in hell. 

'Here Extonjhrikis him downe. 

RrcA. T hat hand fliall butnein neuer quenching fir& 
That flaggers thus my perfon : Exton, thy fierce hand 
Hath with the kings blond ftaind the kings ownc land; 

Mount mount my (oulc, thy featcis vp on high, 

Whilft my grofle flcftifinckesdownewardliMc to die. 

Exton As fulLof valure asof royallbloud; 

Both haue I fpilld. Oh .would the deede were good! 

bar now the dmei; that told me 1 did well, 

^ics that this deede is chronicled in hell: 
bills dead king to.the liujfig.Jcjng llebeare. 

* akc hence the reft, and giue them buriall hecre, 

^»terBullmghrooke-tsiththednkio/rerke. 

Is.tj”f *^®i‘'**«ftn*wcsvvc hearts 

biatrhe rebels hauc confumed with fire 
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